
 

 

St. Michael and All Angels Episcopal Church, Tucson AZ 

 

“At that time Michael, the great prince, the protector of your people, shall arise.” 

 

 

Incarnational Prophetic 
Evangelism? 
By Ke Chiang Hsieh 

On Saturday, 30 June 2018, Ms. Chase 

drove Priest Yarborough, Deacon Lee, and 

me downtown to join the “Keep Families Together” rally 

at Armory Park, where we met other parishioners, Ms. 

Blocher, Ms. Coleman, Dr. Peyron and Ms. Williams. Ms. 

Chase wore a black T-shirt with white letters “‘If you are 

neutral in situations of injustice, you have chosen the side 

of the oppressor.’ Desmond Tutu.” Mo. Yarborough, with 

red stole over her alb, carried a sign, “‘Love does no 

wrong to a neighbor, therefore, Love is the fulfilling of 
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the Law.’ Romans 12:13”, with the Episcopal Church’s 

shield and “St. Michael and All Angels Church.” Rev. 

Lee, with red stole across her alb, had a sign, “‘Do not 

neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by doing so, 

some have entertained angels without knowing it.’ 

Hebrews 13:2,” also with the church identifications on it. 

Mine was two-sided: “Jesus on the nations: ‘As you did 

not do it to one of the least of these, you did not do it to 

me.’ Matthew 25:45” on one side and “Love thy neighbor 

as thyself” on the other. Some passers-by took photos of 

us and a few asked where our church is.  

 

 
 

We stood in the shadow of the trees along a walkway 

most of the time. The acoustics and distance muffled the 

speeches. With the sign standing on my head and steadied 

by my hands, I wandered around to convey my message. 

I met a few whom I know and some familiar faces; but 

mostly strangers, some asked for permission to 

photograph my two-sided sign. One man asked me what 

that “it” on my sign was. I turned my sign around and he 

nodded with a smile. 

After almost two hours of standing, walking, 

watching, and talking, we four left the rally, while 

loudspeakers were still heard. Suddenly, my hips slowed 

me down. The three ladies kindly paced themselves with 

watchful eyes. While they were getting into the car and 

coming down the ramp to fetch me, I recovered and 

walked towards them. I was glad to be in the company of 

angels. 

Demonstrations against repressions imposed by the 

powerful on the most vulnerable or against the pursuit of 

truth were an eye-opener for me, a graduate student at the 

University of Chicago, when I witnessed the civil rights 

marches in Chicago in the 1960s. The gatherings of clergy 

and laity, students and faculty at Brent House, the 

Episcopal Church at UC, where I lived, exposed me fully 

to how and why Christians in a democratic society 

participate in events like the rally in Grant Park during the 

1968 Democratic Party Convention. As an alien from 

where public rallies were all staged by the ruler, I was 

awakened. Thank you, America; thank you, the Episcopal 

Church!  

Since naturalization in 1977, I have joined many 

rallies against injustices and untruths to do my citizen’s 

duty, besides voting. Voting is necessary, but the choices 

are always limited by the myopic political parties. Public 

rallies, however, give us an open space to show alternative 

visions beyond the ideologies. This is a privilege, because 

very few on Earth can fight injustices and untruths openly, 

let alone offering alternative visions, without the fear of 

eventual reprisal; e.g., the Tiananmen Square massacre on 

4 June 1989 in China. This privilege comes with the 

obligation to fight for justice and truth on behalf of the 

oppressed and the deceived, whenever the dark powers 

rear their heads. St. Paul reminded us, “For we wrestle not 

against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against 

powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, 

against the spiritual wickedness in high places” 

(Ephesians 6:12, KJV). Therefore, we proclaim the 

transforming vision of Love, fully demonstrated by Jesus. 

(Are any of our signs partisan? Which party? Come join 

it!) Attending such public rallies gives us a chance to 

partially fulfill our Baptismal Covenant (BCP pp 304-

305) and proclaim the good news. Indeed, the timely 

prophetic messages flanking our main entrance bring us 

converts and new parishioners.  

Can we imagine the disappearance of public 

expressions against injustices and untruths? Can we 

tolerate the silence in the face of injustices and untruths? 

Are we loving our neighbors as ourselves by being silent, 

when they are being mistreated? Lord, have mercy on US! 

Amen. † 
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My Seminary Experience 

by The Rev. Alison Lee 

As the end of seminary comes 

ever closer, what is striking is the 

speed with which the experience has 

unfolded, and the ability of the mind 

and the spirit to expand, flex and grow to absorb new 

ideas, new ways of being.  

In January 2016, the Commission on Ministry and the 

Bishop accepted me as a postulant in the Diocese of 

Arizona, and with that letter, I began the process of 

discerning where I would go to receive a seminary 

education, with an M.Div. as the final outcome, God 

willing. There were several choices of seminary, but 

taking into account that my family could not move, that 

meant that seminaries with online learning options needed 

to be considered so I could still be present with my 

husband and children. The two final seminary options 

were Iliff Seminary, a Methodist seminary with an 

Anglican track in Denver, CO, and Church Divinity 

School of the Pacific (CDSP) in Berkeley, CA. After 

visiting both schools, and being warmly welcomed at 

both, I reached the decision that the Episcopal seminary 

of CDSP was better suited to teaching me the vast amount 

of information I needed to learn.  

Six months after receiving Bishop Smith’s letter of 

acceptance, I arrived on campus at CDSP for the June 

two-week Intensive where seminarians from all over the 

country – New York, North Carolina, Pennsylvania, 

Virginia, Minnesota, Iowa, Ohio, Texas, New Mexico, 

Utah, Oregon, California – gather together to learn, 

worship, pray and be formed into a community. Prior to 

arriving for this two-week session, we had had one month 

of homework to do and submit for our classes. All 

entering first years had to take an Anglican studies course, 

and then we had choices for the second class, mine being 

Hebrew. 

What a huge system shock! The last time I had been 

a student at an institution of learning was over thirty years 

ago. Just as the body gets out of shape from a lack of 

exercise, so too does the mind, and wow, was my brain 

out of shape! Also, I was staying in a dorm with a twin 

bed and shared bathrooms with people I had never met 

before. First order of business was to find the local coffee 

shop to sustain me through long hours of the chapel, 

classes and studying. Next order after orientation, was to 

settle into the daily rhythm: get up at 5 AM to ensure I 

was actually able to have a shower, head down to the 

coffee shop and make friends with the barista, then puff 

my way uphill (remember, it’s Berkeley!) to chapel for 

Morning Prayer at 7:30 AM; find my way to Hebrew class 

for 8 AM, and absorb and learn, then head back to chapel 

for noon-day Eucharist, followed by lunch. At 2 PM, the 

afternoon Anglican studies class began, wrapping up at 

5:45 PM, when we headed back to chapel for sung 

Evening Prayer, after which we had to figure out the 

evening meal, do homework and unwind as we got to 

know each other. 

It was exhausting, exhilarating, and terrifying. By the 

end of the first week, I was sure my brain had stopped 

functioning at some point prior to arriving at CDSP, and 

now I was faced with the hubris of thinking that this was 

a vocation. I told my husband Rob I didn’t think I could 

do it, not because of a lack of desire, but because I just 

didn’t have the right stuff.  He told me I had grit. Now 

when I’ve shared this story with people, they’ve laughed, 

thinking it was a funny thing for a spouse to say. But he 

was right: sometimes what gets us through is grit. Keep 

on keeping on. So I gritted my teeth, had more coffee, and 

accepted that this would be far more difficult than I had 

ever imagined. Slowly, the strands of fog and mist began 

to waft out of my brain; slowly, I made friends with 

wonderful, generous, funny, smart, knowledgeable 

people answering their call; slowly, I settled into a rhythm 

and began to feel God’s presence in the hours of the days 

and nights. 

After two weeks, we left for our respective homes, to 

do a month of follow-up homework, then have a break of 

about three weeks in August, only to start all over again 

with the fall semester. This was different though as it was 

all online – lectures, projects, and engagement with the 

other students. What a gift technology can be, for most of 

us would be unable to attend seminary without this gift of 

online learning. That semester we all took The Old 

Testament, and the History of Christianity 400 AD-1700 

AD.  

One week before Christmas, classes were over. Three 

days after Christmas, we began to prepare for the two-

week January Intersession with reading and assignments. 

Berkeley in January for a person from the desert is quite, 

shall we say, damp and cool.  Actually, I was frozen, and 

have learned since that first January visit to take sweaters 

and a blanket, as well as a heating pad just to stay warm. 

Once the January session and its follow-up homework 

period were over, the Spring online session began with 

History of Christianity 1700 AD to Present, and the New 

Testament class. And then Year One was over. I had 

survived. Just as importantly, my family had survived as 



well! We now knew the rhythm for the year and had a 

better sense of what to expect each time. 

The second June session, we all took an Introduction 

to Worship class, and a few of us took a class on the Book 

of Exodus. Four of us stayed at Incarnation monastery up 

the hill, the Berkeley home of the Camaldolese 

Benedictine monks.  The hermitage is high up in the hills 

and overlooks the city; it is a beautiful, peaceful spot of 

replenishment and beauty and gave the four of us a 

different way of participating in the seminary experience.  

Fall of second year, we all took Theology Part I, and 

some of us took a great class called Christ and Culture, 

about social transformation. This was also the semester 

where my class load increased so I could graduate a year 

early – this was the semester where I arrived at St. 

Michael and All Angels for the field education 

requirement, and St. Michael’s welcomed me so warmly 

and generously. Christmas, more homework to prepare 

for January, then back at CDSP for two-weeks in January 

2017, taking a class on public organizing and pastoral 

care. Then back home to homework, and then the Spring 

semester began with Theology Part II, Christian Ethics, 

and of course, field education at St. Michael’s – a bright 

highlight in the world of learning. And then it was done 

and Year II was over!  

 

 
 

This past June, we took a class on preaching – what 

is it, why do we do it, and most importantly, how is it 

done?! Several of us took a wonderful class on the History 

of the Sabbath. And now here we are in the fall semester, 

taking Christian Education – how do we teach and learn 

in the church, in our faith; a class called Liturgics which 

dives into deep analysis of the various rites the Anglican 

church has, and their importance; and now the field 

education class is called Leadership in Ministry, but it is 

still at St. Michael’s which has become a home. 

Now, I am in the home stretch. This is the last fall 

semester, January will be the last January Intersession, but 

the sad time will be in June. Two of us are doing an 

accelerated Master of Divinity, so we will be done after 

the June 2019 Intensive, and won’t spend another year 

with our friends with whom we have become so close. 

Seminary, learning, the gifts of the professors’ knowledge 

and wisdom have been terrific, and it would have been so 

much more difficult without this new community of 

friends of special people with so many gifts and so much 

love to share. 

What is a call? Who is called? What do we do with a 

call? The answer to that lies in Scripture - Isaiah 6:8, and 

1 Samuel 3.  We ALL are called by God, each and every 

one of us. We are called to live into the gifts with which 

we have been blessed by God, to share our gifts, to learn 

and to grow into the body of Christ in the world. Some of 

us are called to be teachers, some to share their gifts of 

hospitality in service industries, some to be emergency 

responders, and others to be lawyers, some to build 

houses, and others to heal, and some to become ordained. 

We are all called, and how we respond is up to each of us. 

We may say, as I shortsightedly did for a brief time, 

“Come back again with Plan B Lord, this first one isn’t 

going to work.” Or we can say, as did Samuel, “Here I am 

Lord, take me. Thy will be done.” † 

 

 
Br. Dave blesses Rev. Alison’s stole. Photos by KFB. 



Seeing With the Eyes of the 
Soul 
By Steve Wagner 

“Just as the Father has loved Me, 

I have loved you; abide in My love.” 

(John 15.9) “… put on a heart of 

compassion, kindness, humility, gentleness and 

patience.” (Colossians 3:12). “Beloved, if God so loved 

us, we also ought to love one another… If we love one 

another, God abides in us, and His love is perfected in 

us.” (I John 4:11,12) 

This December will be the 5-year anniversary of the 

death of my older brother Bill. I have a confession to 

make. I did not really love Bill through much of my adult 

life. I failed him in many ways. He was a difficult person, 

not easy to love, but still, I failed him. I can imagine Jesus’ 

rebuke of me. He’d be understanding yet blunt: “If you 

cannot love your blood brother who is right in front of 

you, facing you, how then can you expect to love your 

neighbors in the world around you?” Bill was a loving and 

accepting man, but also had a strong narcissistic bent, 

often arrogant and condescending. Highly intelligent, 

with an outgoing and big personality, an elite athlete. At 

a nice Thanksgiving Day gathering in 1978, in his kitchen, 

Bill instigated a physical fight with our brother-in-law, 

our sister’s husband. Yes, that ended the nice holiday 

celebration! And led to 4 years of no contact between him 

and my sister, and to many years of broken relationships 

within my family. Nevertheless, since Bill died I’ve come 

to realize just how much I’ve learned from him and how 

his presence shaped my own growth as a person. In 

surprising and unexpected ways. I’ll return to this in a 

minute. 

Often it’s the Scriptural passages most familiar to us 

that are the least understood. It’s as if they’re too familiar. 

We think we already know. Sort of like in a relationship 

where you falsely assume you know everything about 

your spouse or partner. And the truth is you don’t. Yes, 

even after 30 years! We are all infinitely complex. And 

God’s teachings about love for others are also infinitely 

complex. That’s where we have to start. When I was a 

college student leader in campus ministry, I was forced to 

sing that sappy song, “They will know we are Christians 

by our love.” While still sappy, I view the lyrics now as 

ironic. Because the track record of Christianity through 

the centuries is, shall we say, checkered. From religious 

wars to the subjugation of women to horrific treatment of 

blacks and gays. And it still goes on. But, the beauty of 

divine love and the reason for hope is that there have 

always been Christians, even during the darkest hours, 

despite the cultural norms, who had a clear vision of and 

lived the truth of Christlike love toward their neighbors. 

This is who we strive to be. 

The Scriptures about love lead to questions: Who are 

we to love? How do we learn to love those we don’t even 

like? What about that bigoted uncle? What about the 

obnoxious woman sitting next to me in the pew? What 

about my enemies? Is love action, feeling, both? What 

about the genuine love a man feels toward his abusive 

spouse? OK, let’s stop. Just like the serviceman in that 

LifeLock commercial - “I just point out problems, I don’t 

fix them!” But seriously, there are two rules of thumb that 

can help us. First, we all have people in our lives who are 

not so lovable. While true, the deeper reality is that they 

are not not lovable, they just appear to be not lovable. 

Second, when we truly love, it is the inner core of a 

person that we are loving. Our shared vulnerability is 

what binds us humans together, whether in marriage, 

friendship, in connecting with those who may, at first, 

seem different than us, even in loving our enemies. Think 

of this scenario: You’re talking with someone who simply 

is not your “cup of tea.” You’re in toleration mode. Then 

suddenly she opens up about a deep loss in her life and 

starts crying. It’s genuine, you feel it in an instant. There 

is connection. Her vulnerability has burst forth, eliciting 

compassion in you. And something changes in that 

moment. 

There’s a wonderful quote by the Buddhist author 

Tara Brach, “To recognize the basic goodness in everyone 

takes courage… This can be especially hard when we’re 

trying to see the goodness in a murderer, the CEO of a 

corporation that pollutes the planet, a child molester. 

Basic goodness can be cured under an ugly tangle of fear, 

greed and hostility, and seeing it doesn’t mean 

overlooking harmful behavior in ourselves or others. To 

radically accept life depends upon clearly seeing the full 

truth of it.” And listen to the 14th century Christian 

mystic, Julian of Norwich, “When the love of God is truly 

seen, no person can separate themselves from another 

person… In the sight of God all humans are one, and one 

person is all people.” She spoke of the “oneing love of 

God” to attempt to describe these truths. 

I knew a woman who deeply loved a murderer. And I 

learned a lot from her. Laura was a client of mine for 

several years, a mother whose son was on death row for 

randomly murdering a young man in cold blood. She was 

in her 50s, a deeply spiritual and socially aware church-

goer. She would visit her son in an Arizona prison every 



single week. People would say, “Now Laura, come on, 

it’s time to just let go, you’ve done way more than enough 

…” To Laura these were simply dismissive platitudes. 

One time in a session she said something that floored me. 

She gently but firmly said, “They do not understand. I see 

into his soul.”  

Only since my brother died have I begun to more truly 

see into his soul. We grew up in a family dominated by 

perfectionism. It impacted all 4 of us kids, in good and 

bad ways. Bill was the oldest and, in a sense, was 

groomed to be a “shining star.” He truly was gifted and 

strove to be the best. He was offered a major league 

baseball contract from several teams right out of high 

school, but decided instead to accept a scholarship and 

play for Northwestern University. But 4 years later, ready 

to graduate, his own natural weaknesses collided with 

something completely out of his control - Bipolar 

Disorder. From that point forward, and for the rest of his 

life, he went from the star to the scapegoat of our family. 

And I became an active participant in this treatment of 

him in both heart and action, for which I am very 

remorseful. 

My brother loved me deeply and always showed it. 

But I couldn’t receive his love. Now I can. I look back and 

see that I felt more comfortable with him than with 

anyone in the family. I could be relaxed around Bill. Here 

is his gift to me: His flaws, his openness about those 

flaws, his discarding of any mask of perfection, are the 

very things that help me to accept my own imperfection. 

At 22 y/o he gave up trying to be perfect. He couldn’t do 

it anymore. I wish I too had given up that goal decades 

ago. Bill helped me to be more kind to myself. In the 

mystery of death and divine life, I believe he’ll continue 

to help me for the rest of my time on this earth. † 

 

 

Indigenous Peoples’ Day 
By Fran Coleman 

Jesus said, “Love your neighbor as 

yourself.” But first you have to know 

your neighbors. 

Celebrating Indigenous Peoples’ 

Day is one way parishioners of St. 

Michael’s can show support of our 

Native neighbors. These tribes include the Pascua Yaqui, 

Tohono O’odham and Sobaipuri O’odham. The Social 

Action Committee/Native Ministry Committee has 

supported Indigenous Peoples’ Day for two years. 

It’s a little-known fact that Tucson has observed 

Indigenous People’s Day for four years, since 2015. 

Indigenous Peoples’ Day replaces Columbus Day, with an 

eventual goal of replacing the federal holiday. Mayor 

Rothschild declared Indigenous Peoples’ Day in a City of 

Tucson Proclamation, as have other governmental and 

tribal entities throughout Arizona and the country.  

In Tucson, Indigenous Peoples’ Day is held at 225 E. 

26th Street, located in South Tucson. This is family-

friendly event, with food, speakers, music, dancers and 

art. No alcohol or drugs. Event is block-party style, 

October 8, 2018, from 11 AM – 10 PM. The Tucson 

Indigenous Peoples’ Day Committee, presented by the 

Indigenous Alliance Without Borders, includes 

community members from the Tucson Peace Center, St. 

Michael and All Angels Church, Derechos Humanos, and 

many other organizations. Everyone is welcome, so come 

and meet your neighbors! † 

 

 



65 Years: Documenting 
History 
By Karen Funk Blocher 

On November 29th, 1953, a new 

church was dedicated and blessed at the 

corner of Fifth Street and Wilmot Road. Last issue I wrote 

about the origins of this place, the decades of expansion 

since then, and the challenges of keeping this aging 

building going. In this issue, I will focus on another aspect 

of St. Michael’s 65-year history: the hundreds of photos, 

press clippings, architectural plans, old bulletins and 

newsletters, postcards and written histories, stewardship 

brochures and more, which help to document our distant 

and not-so-distant past. 

 

 
 

In 2004, I was tasked with putting together a church 

website, including a history page. That’s when I first 

learned of the church archives, a cupboard full of 

fascinating and not-so-fascinating photos, papers and 

other ephemera from the parish’s history. I soon found 

myself raiding the collection for use online, including 

pictures of the church under construction, and an 

accounting Father Fowler made circa 1987 of the sources 

of furnishings and art works. 

In the years since, I have accumulated in my office 

several boxes full of paper artifacts that have nothing to 

do with bookkeeping. I’ve scanned many of the most 

interesting items I’ve found, for the 60th Anniversary, for 

the website and social media, and to help with research on 

a forthcoming book by Christine Murphey; but I’m sure 

I’ve barely scratched the surface of what’s there. 

Once upon a time, there was an archive committee 

that took charge of the paper files with a view to 

preserving this irreplaceable material. That committee is 

long gone, but Robin Donaldson is spearheading an effort 

to get it going again, so that St. Michael’s history can be 

cataloged, preserved and shared. After all, why should I 

have all the fun? 

If you are interested in joining the archive committee 

and helping with this effort, please get in touch with 

Robin or with me. Archival skills and/or long memories 

are helpful, but not required. Thanks! † 

 

“No, but I work for him” 
By Ila Abernathy 

One of my first encounters with Br. 

David occurred with Sarina, the U.S.-

born daughter from the Liberian refugee 

family you sometimes see in church, 

shortly after Br. David arrived as Rector 

in 2016 and I returned from Guatemala. 

We stopped by the Church office after we had begun 

the process of getting Sarina enrolled in kindergarten at 

St. Michael’s School. As we started to leave the work 

room, a tall, bearded figure appeared in the shadowy hall. 

Sarina’s immediate exclamation: “It’s Jesus!” 

To which Br. David replied, also without hesitation, 

“No, but I work for him.” 

Perfect answer. But how do we work for Jesus? In 

July and August, Sunday gospel readings followed Jesus 

as he attended to people’s physical and spiritual needs in 

al fresco settings. September’s Epistle readings from 

James reinforce the notion that “faith without works is 

dead.” Add to that Br. David’s comment that a church 

near his new residence has inward-facing signs which 

worshipers see as they leave the parking lot: “You are 

now entering the mission field.” 

So what is the “mission”? My all-time favorite 

mission statement, followed at a distance by the Preamble 

to the U.S. Constitution, is Jesus’ (Luke 4:18-19, though 

he reads it from Isaiah): 

The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, 

because he has anointed me to preach good news to 

the poor. 

He has sent me to proclaim release to the captives 

and recovering of sight to the blind, 

to set at liberty those who are oppressed, 

to proclaim the acceptable year of the Lord. 

Each of these directives has a spiritual, as well as 

physical, dimension. But on the level of feeding 5000 

without breaking the budget, of setting actual captives 



free (think about those overcrowded, sometimes brutal, 

and always expensive private for-profit prisons, the 

migrant children detained a few blocks from my house), 

and liberating the oppressed, one senses a need to go out 

into the world, to get dirty, sometimes to challenge 

authority, to feel inadequate, to stumble, and worst of all, 

to make well-intentioned mistakes that ultimately hurt 

other people. 

How do we deal with all that suffering, with others’ 

pain and especially the pain we sometimes cause? God 

forgives, over time we may learn to forgive ourselves; but 

we remember, and the pain can be lacerating. That has 

certainly been my experience, especially in Guatemala, 

and one I think fairly widely shared. 

Does that mean we should sit back, protecting 

ourselves from error? And the grief of error? I think not. 

When it comes to human rights, “first do no harm” is not 

option. But it might be motivation to learn to do what we 

do better, with discernment, to learn even from tragedy. 

Tricky. 

So we take our flawed selves out into the world in 

peace, and we neither hide from nor appropriate others’ 

suffering. We participate. We are in and of the “hurting 

world,” as safe or unsafe as our brothers and sisters. 

In Guatemala I find myself mentally humming 

Samuel Wesley’s hymn, “Lead Me, Lord,” based on 

Psalms 5:8 and 4:8: “For it is thou, Lord, thou Lord only, 

that makest me dwell in safety.” Safety not in walls, not 

in isolation, not in retreat. 

Jesus “dwelt in safety” by becoming a risk-taker, even 

unto death; he made himself vulnerable and avoided 

nothing. We aren’t Jesus, but we work for him. † 
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SUNDAY SERVICES 

7:45 AM Mass with Homily 
9:00 AM Family Mass 

10:15 AM High Mass with Sermon 
12:30 PM Misa Bilingüe 

5:00 PM Mass with Homily 
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Monday: 12:10 PM Low Mass (Rite One) 
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